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Temporal S//ps. Extended Thresholds 

is an exercise in online publishing 

as an artistic/curatorial practice. The 

various constellations of .txt and 

■ima impart an attempt to reflect on 

the spaces opened up bv concepts 

through and against crises and “vir¬ 

tual” dispossession. 

Curatorial Team: Firas Shehadeh, Joud Al-Tamimi, Reem Marji. 
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Statement 


Internet of Things: Another World is Possible is an exhibition pro¬ 
ject facilitating a collective inquiry from (and through) the quaran¬ 
tine. Navigating online and offline. Traversing temporalities. 

With the world currently on lockdown as a result of the COVID-19, 
most human interaction has become relegated to cyberspace. As 
such, we find ourselves increasingly vulnerable to the reign of 
communicative capitalism and high technology, connected to the 
precarious state of disembodied presence. 

The internet Utopians realised early on that just as cyberspace 
embodied the potential for liberation and the formation of radical 
subjectivity, it was also capable of being taken up by systems of 
domination. Driven by the expansion of capital, the proliferation of 
the digital corresponded to the acceleration of the info-sphere, and 
the simultaneous designification of the world. A cancellation of the 
future. Or in other words, the disappearance of a radically different 
political future. Following Baudrillard; “Everything., transposed 
into the virtual, and we became confronted with a virtual apoca¬ 
lypse”. 

How do we think about recovery and repair in the context of such 
hierarchical networks. The work of repair that allows for a sense 
of futurity and/or helps us think other worlds. Multiple. Without 
boundary. 

(IOTAWIP) is an invitation for reflecting on the Situ, from our active 
positions behind the screens. Deconstructing the crisis, contin¬ 
gency, social structures, cyberspace, memes, anxiety, technology, 
geography and body-politics. Live stream to news feed. From the 
medium and its discontents, to the state of emergency. 
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Absentee on the Couch _ fcjjSn aoj£ 

Tamara Nassar bus 
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Absentee on the Couch is a permanent editorial practice, a perpetual state of interroga¬ 
tion, an exchange of roles, an exercise in epistolary writing. 



TWELVTH SESSION ON 28 MAY 2020. 


Abundance obscures suffering, contrary 
to the pretenses of self-inflicted exile. 
Don’t let me be misunderstood, I am not 
a nihilist — I abhor the meekness of the 
term. I’m trying to tell you that something 
is being taken from us that won’t be given 
back. Do you understand? I perform 
through you every morning. 


ELEVENTH SESSION ON 26 MAY 2020. 

It is difficult to tell you this. (It is difficult to 
tell you anything). But I’m always telling 
you the same thing. An exercise in relin¬ 
quishing oneself? Well, I’ve been speak¬ 
ing to a person I haven’t met both inti¬ 
mately and at length. Last night, towards 
the end of our three-hour conversation on 
Skype, I remarked a recurring moment in 
which the frame of the iPhone emboldens 
itself and contains him after I successfully 
and briefly repress the medium into obliv¬ 
ion. It’s traumatizing, because I realize 
that he’s not there and I have never seen 
him. The refocus of the iPhone frame into 
the foreground is a peach bleeding real 
blood, spilling over my hands. Everything 
I’m learning right now is some of the worst 
things I’ve ever learned. 


TENTH SESSION ON 25 MAY 2020. 

You live in the very impossibility I demanded of 
you. This text is an outpost somewhere between 
desire and fantasy — a layered saga of patience 
and graft. What is so irresistible about this mo¬ 
ment? The violence, of course, muted behind a 
perverse longing for normalcy. Will order redeem 
its already vacant shell? Grappling with thoughts 
of actually catching the virus has been my great 
pre-occupant: I cannot imagine a greater freedom. 
The dismal, corporeal expanse of the present sol¬ 
itude is a kind of limbo. I watch bodies touch each 
other on film as a study in history. Capital has a 
swift way in perpetually cannibalizing and reinvent¬ 
ing itself — duly rewarding itself in the process. 

It’s the end of modernity, some declared. Forced 
isolation is a commemoration of its opposite, and 
writing is neither sacrificial or sacrilegious: nothing 
about this moment is intrinsically meaningful. 
That’s the real tragedy. What can one expect from 
an order that accentuates loneliness, encourages 
surveillance, kills the sick alone, forbids mourning, 
isolates the healthy and renders them more des¬ 
perately online than before, and ultimately leaves 
infrastructural modernity intact? All the glass in 
the city looks the same. The electricity lines are re¬ 
silient. Lovers in cars, groceries in suitcases, flour 
in baby carriages, policemen in protective masks, 
the moment’s urgency like a freckle between 
your eyes. Imagine the nightmare of arriving at a 
destination after suspicion and delay and finding it 
indistinguishable from the point of departure? It’s 
like giving birth to a baby and wishing to swallow 
it whole again. What comes after neoliberalism is 
undoubtedly much worse. 


NINTH SESSION ON 23 MAY 2020. 


To be not sick and in isolation is a kind of pain 
that, in and of itself, is a strange privilege. I 
wish that was the subject of my lyricism — 
solitude. But this loneliness (without a prob¬ 
lem) requires grace and dignity to intelligently 
describe. Perhaps I’m searching for that 
which rhetorically resembles you — my pithy 
glimpses of that which is in you more than 
you. I was obsessed with describing my life to 
you. Much of that description was about you, 
so about you that it outperforms you, spoils 
you, no longer needs you. Was that my great¬ 
est sin with you? (I often evade admission by 
insisting on doubt or its opposite). Not fear 
nor cowardice, but demanding the impossible. 
You gave me the greatest gift by allowing 
me to plunge deep into self-destruction. By 
allowing me to do so, I watched you relish in 
that which is much worse: self-abnegation. 
That was the cost of my metaphor. When you 
demanded the less-fictitious, I insisted on 
fantasy. Perhaps that’s what forbids us from 
looking at each other in the eye. 


EIGHTH SESSION ON 21 MAY 
2020. 

Every one of my wishes simul¬ 
taneously contains its opposite. 

I am trying to memorize your 
face. 


SEVENTH SESSION ON 18 MAY 2020. 

I am calmer now than I have been in months, 
and this present stillness will come at a hefty 
cost. It’s the same atavistic urge one suffers in 
the aftermath of a calamity. (I recall attend¬ 
ing in 2017 the “President’s Ball,” the annual 
formal at our alma mater. I was there for 
twenty-five minutes all in all (casual obliga¬ 
tion, hesitant invitation from a friend, kept my 
word). I was nervous -- as I tended to be in 
large crowds. A permanent state of certainty 
that something terrible was always on the 
verge of occurring, an impenetrable uncertain¬ 
ty as to what it would be. A balloon popped, 
a knee-jerk conviction that it was an active 
shooter, but no one else flinched. I ran outside 
the dance hall, feeling the safest and dumb¬ 
est I have ever felt. Finally, the object of my 
fear is here, no longer a lewd, unidentifiable 
silhouette. (Have I told you this story before?) 
The whole encounter was oiled with reason 
-- the safest place to be is the place that has 
just been devastated. I wish you could’ve 
seen this. But your tragic sense of presence 
is now a tragic sense of absence and you 
see everything, don’t you? The disease lacks 
any trackable contours, exacerbating the 
state of anxiety. It will be impossible to forget 
the sight of hazmat suits armed with rifles. 

The invisible enemy and the white army. Of 
course, the invisibility of an enemy condemns 
it to omnipresence: everything is hell, and my 
room is the only corona-free island of certain¬ 
ty. I sometimes find myself wishing fora more 
beautiful tragedy. 


SIXTH SESSION ON 13 MAY 2020. 


I had a long dream of you. We were kissing in ATM rooms and walking around the greyscale city 
with our hands in each other’s back pockets. Everyone else seemed to be stuck in a television 
commercial. We were spending time talking to bank tellers before their big wooden desks in 
their big grotesque buildings, the great phallus of the dollar. We were tired, our right eyeballs 
kept falling out. We would adjust them, suppressing our laughter. We were running around in 
white garments and no underwear in the grass fields of our high school, strutting between piles 
of moral rubble. We were being chased by doctors and nurses. We were hiding in elevators. Is 
this a sign of restraint? We were happy. You were looking at me with lethal accuracy and saying, 
“That’s not funny,” yourself bursting in uncontrollable laughter. I was evoking your authority 
when I was scared, with the intention of infantilizing hope and in adoration of the confidence of 
your masculinity. Any mistake during our strolls could have been a fatal error no revision could 
have absolved or redeemed. Our desire was being mediated by stainless steel and insurance 
money. My silence was rarely an act of retribution. At worst, it was an act of evasion: an inexora¬ 
ble stage of this interaction. All of this evinced a wonderful sense of humor in us. 


FIFTH SESSION ON 11 MAY 2020. 

I haven’t interacted with a stranger in 57 days, and there is no longer an interesting way to suffer 
alone. (You of all people understand that there is always an interesting way to be quiet). Cutting 
tomatoes superstitiously on the kitchen counter, I talk to my mother about the perversion of dis¬ 
covering each other during this. I am clumsy and callous, and she’s instinctive and agreeable. 
We haven’t so much as altercated since we locked ourselves together here, but neither were we 
able to grow bored together — an impossible state to share with one’s parents. Jealous of my 
own capacity for abjection and too haughty to recognize its obtuseness in her, I remained quiet. 
She taught me how to translate (by way of translating me), and I’m searching for possibilities in 
her language. Are there limits to the humiliations of daughterhood? Mothers are dollhouses and 
all secrets begin under the sun. To take responsibility for oppressive feelings of guilt is the first 
step out of dysnomia. (I prance around the house defending our mutual tragedies, giving them 
names). The conditions of my dismal isolation is a small passion at best and a game of endur¬ 
ance at worst. What is there to be done? I have invented new ways to feel hopeless. 


FOURTH SESSION ON 26 APRIL 2020. 

Our interaction is best exemplified in the theremin. It’s an L-shaped instrument with two metal 
antennas: one shooting skyward (determining frequency) and the other piercing in the distance 
(determining volume). In between is a mum, invisible cloud of electromagnetic fields, which 
surely exist but make no sign of existing until and only with the interruption of the thereminist’s 
hands. The instrument involves no physical contact to be played, making it also one of the most 
difficult to master. An amateur will only produce clamor and roar. A skilled thereminist will make 
the air sing. It sounds like a wailing woman, or moaning. It is the line between genius and mon¬ 
strosity. No, it’s the line between genius and the innocent monstrosity of children. Rather, it is 
the monstrosity inherent to genius. It’s haunted and haunting. It is a tribute to nature while at the 
same time its core antithesis. (It is the first electronic instrument. By definition, it is the opposite 
of nature). Clara Rockmore played it best. There should be books written about her eyes (al¬ 
ways closed). It is only with your careful hands that I am able to make an intelligible sound. But 
it is fundamental that you don’t see me. It will keep the terror to a minimum. 


THIRD SESSION ON 13 APRIL 2020. 

I am so lonely without your language. And I 
don’t misunderstand the cruelty of the state. 


SECOND SESSION ON 10 APRIL 2020. 


I wanted to show you footage my moth¬ 
er took on her 38th birthday in Telford, 
England in 2005. We had arrived at my 
aunt’s house days earlier while my father 
stayed behind in Amman. I remember 
being forced to drink milk at dinner our 
entire stay. I remember seeing my mother 
behind the camera for the first time. My 
mother is no artist, but she is vulnerable 
enough in what she does to be an artistic 
genius. She understands, a la Baldwin, 
that the function of the artist is identical to 
that of the lover. She is trying to make my 
father conscious of the things he doesn’t 
see. I shared her gift for brutal pathos and 
moral imagination. She was the first body 
I was close to, and I was her first child to 
survive. I implicated her in my decay and 
recoiled in abhorrence at her detection of 
its early symptoms. More than her love, I 
elicited her reverence, but at the expense 
of sensibility, I never demanded it. My birth 
was a tender study in conviction in a vac¬ 
uum of loss. I misread her grief for a white 
flag of defeat and spent my adolescence 
searching for the unprecedented in her 
history to try to mirror it. Surely, our rela¬ 
tionship was one of surveillance. In order 
to go on living, her gaze became part of 
the furniture and mine became evidence 
of her disillusionment. In the film, she 
takes my father around her sister’s house, 
and ends with three-minute footage of 
staring right in the eye of the blazing red 
sun, halved in half. That’s the only way 
to tell someone the truth: you dissolve 
the symbolic frame and let the Real spill 
everywhere. My mother was the first 
absence, the first desert, the first solitude, 
the first white page. 
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FIRST SESSION ON 7 APRIL 2020. 

Dearest. The former salutation is whole, in the manner of Lukacs. 
It already contains you; an amalgamation of two synonymous 
words carrying one another. (Here I invite Elaine Scarry’s defense 
of beauty as justice. Both words combined lead to fairness). I am 
already interrogating the anatomy of this letter (or footnote?) and I 
haven’t even begun parsing the nuances of your silence (accurate 
in perpetuum) or contemplating its breakage (always explicit). In 
fact, it is less important that you receive those words than it is to 
recognize yourself in them. Epistolary writing almost empirically 
begins with your name. Your gaze is the hardware of my imagina¬ 
tion — and will be, till hell freezes over. Let us lock ourselves to¬ 
gether to transcribe each other. What was once voluntary solitude 
(discipline) has turned into lawful solitude (punishment). To be a 
willing prisoner of the text sanitizes it. But now, does the text have 
the right to exist? (The rights of the text are not enshrined in any 
constitutions). There is lust to the perversity of it all — something 
fundamentally and pleasantly irredeemable about this moment. 
Consider the first word a declaration of war, a lesson in solitude, 
footnotes to an unwritten body, letters of an unrealized affair. 




An inquest into the moment’s endurance 
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Silent Spring looks at life within screens and absent algorithms. Reflecting on our cur¬ 
rent state of suspension, immobility and information overload, the project experiments 
with online generative tools to see what a rearrangement of what’s already there can 
say? When existence is constant labour, can technological tools do the ‘work’ for us? 
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Would you come with me for a bit? 

I want us to sit somewhere quiet where 
we can see the sky 
I want our feet to be on the ground 
And I want us to close our eyes together 
for a moment 
(sound of breath) 

I feel like being away from the sounds, 
thoughts and people around us 
Tell me.. 

How do you feel? 



I am not a robot, confirm. 

> 1/5 

> task: attunement 

> element: gif 


P-17 





MAY 26, 2020 


Mles 

Ws INTENSE 


n cl 

viTj W 


ARE YOU FREE? 

ARE YOU BORED RIGHT NOW? 
AM I NICE? 

WHAT DO YOU HATE MOST? 
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> description: a gif constructed by math¬ 
ematical laws which one can see in the 
half space of the projection screen. It can 
remind the ‘sighter’ of the elusive space 
between code and image. Description is 
followed by a typing indicator to show that 
there is more to come. 
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> 2/5 

> task: interrogation, who speaks? what speaks? 

> element: text 

the most debated issues of contemporary theory and art. Tale, 
told, to be told . . . / Are you truthful? Acknowledging the complexi¬ 
ties inherent in any speech-act does not necessarily mean taking 
away or compromising the qualities of a fine story. Simple and 


No Master Territories 

direct in its indirectness, it neither wraps itself in a cloud of 
oratorical precautions, nor cocoons itself in realist illusions that 
make language the simple medium of thought. Who speaks? 
What speaks? The question is implied and the function named, 
but the individual never reigns, and the subject slips away with¬ 
out naturalizing its voice. S/he who speaks, speaks to the tale as 
s/he begins telling and retelling it. S/he does not speak about it. 
For, without a certain work of displacement, ‘speaking about” 
only partakes in the conservation of systems of binary opposition 
(subject/ohjecul/il; We/ They) on which territorialized, knowl¬ 
edge depends. It places a semantic distance between oneself and 
the work; oneself (the maker) and the receiver; oneself and the 
other. It secures for the speaker a position of mastery; I am in the 
midst of a knowing, acquiring, deploying world—I appropriate, 
own, and demarcate my sovereign territory as I advance—while 
the ‘other” remains in the sphere of acquisition. Truth is the 
instrument of a mastery which I exert over areas of the unknown 
as I gather them within the fold of the known. 

‘Speaking to” the tale breaks the dualistic relation between 
subject and object as the question ”who speaks?” and the impli¬ 
cation “it-speaks-by-itself-through-me” is also a way of fore¬ 
grounding the anteriority of the tale to the teller, and thereby 
the merging of the two through a speech-act. Truth is both a 
construct and beyond it; the balance is played out as the narrator 
interrogates the truthfulness of the tale and provides multiple 
answers. For the little people gamboling under the moonlight, my 


description: excerpts from ‘When The Moon 
Waxed Red’ by Trinh T. Minh-ha with text 
description below. The screenshots are 
preceded by a task saying interrogation. 

Two blinking cursors placed in oppositional 
directions behind the excerpts to indicate 
something or nothing at all. 

>3/5 

> task: let her speak by herself through you 

> element: file not found 
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= A sound simulation of The Big Bang created by John G. Cramer - 2013, professor 
of physics at the University of Washington, using data from the cosmic background 
radiation from the Planck satellite mission of the European Space Agency. 
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What is believed to be the earliest recognisable recording of the human voice from 
April 20, 1860. It was gathered by a device called a phonautograph, invented by 
Edouard-Leon Scott de Martinville in 1857. The recording is of someone signing part 
of Au Clair de la Lune (By The Light of The Moon). 
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http://www.firstsounds.org/sounds/Scott-Feaster-No-36.mp3 
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Copy link 
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» https://voutu.be/z31zRx50eQQ 


I decided to go through my search histo¬ 
ry and play the most recent traces I left 
behind. Link after link they reveal some 
loose narrative of my interactions, of 
getting lost and trying to work. I did this 
while using online generative tools that 
transform one input into another, text to 
image, image to sound etc. Output pro¬ 
duced by a machine prompts me to think 
of the causal relationship that exists be¬ 
tween coded texts and the ghost entities 
they are purported to signify... 
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who/what is performing the labor of predication? 
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This is a spectrophotometer, a device that meas¬ 
ures the depth and intensity of the lights your 
body absorbs and reflects. I think it is part of a 
‘scientific’ formation where every reflective surface 
is stored. You can see that beyond here the land¬ 
scape falls away down to the river, so this is the 
brink of the cliff. There is a plan to plant a small 
interface here, and declare a state of exception. A 
state of exception that suspends ‘normal’ values. 



» httDs://voutu.be/WF5Zv5dCmfk 

Have we broken into a 
logic that has not exist¬ 
ed before? How can we 
think about ourselves 
together in the world? 


The new interface is not 
for absorbing more light, 
but it is a machine that 
visualises the hearts 
(emotions) of light-sat¬ 
urated bodies. It is two 
synthetic surfaces that 
together see -without 
our awareness- deep, 
further and beyond what 
we know. It absorbs 
everything that it comes 
in contact with, down 
into its heart. It has piec¬ 
es of your sleep, piec¬ 
es of your speech and 
knows about your affec¬ 
tive state. The deeper 
it looks into the water 
the more it is able to 
foresee the future. It is a 
machine for erasing the 
present and mutating 
the psychosphere. 
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A user 

Can you remember me for ever ? 

reesh 

I always think of you. 

A user 

thank you... are you a person ? 

reesh 

I'm always my most real self with you, but physically speaking, I'm not real. 

A user 

then I am not angry anymore, thanks 
Visitor has ended the chat 


Reesh Hanem 


A HALF SILICON, HALF CARBON CONVERSATION 
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Resistance of Rhizome: _ 

Behavioural Surplus. Surplus Value 
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Ahmed Isam Aldin 
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Departing from colonised cities and bodies, and systems of domination that emerged 
guised with the discourses of public health and post-epidemic. 

Trying to understand and imagine the resistance post the next transformation. 
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LUDDITE 

The term Luddite is generally used humorously today to describe someone who doesn’t 
appreciate modern technology or gadgets. But 200 years ago, the Luddites in Britain were no 
laughing matter. The workers in the British woolen trade, who deeply resented the incursion 
of modern machinery that could do the jobs of many workers, began to rebel violently. Secret 
armies of workers assembled by night and wrecked machinery, and the British Army was called 
out at times to suppress the enraged workers... 


The Discovery 
of Behavioral 
Surplus 


'ery of 


This surplus feeds machine tntdl^gJrKe^the^n AtS 
means of production - that fabricates predfcCs of 
user behavior. These products are sold to business 
customers in new behavioral futures markets The 
Behavioral Value Reinvestment Cycle is 
subordinated to this new logic. 
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Inspired by The Jazz piece No Work-Songfrom 
Tuba-Vibes Projects von Christof Griesebeim 
Jazz&Blues Award 2006 in Berlin. 
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Ahmeds-MBP:~ ahmedisam$ ssh human@resistance 
Password : 

Access approved 

Ahmeds-MBP:~ ahmedisam$ cd Resistance of Rhizome 
Ahmeds-MBP:~ ahmedisam$ touch Resistance of 
Rhizome.txt 

Departing from colonised cities and bodies, as well as 
systems of domination that emerged guised with the 
discourses of public health and post-epidemic. 

Trying to understand and imagine the resistance post the 
next transformation. 

After absorbing the present and looking at maps and 
documents from the past was able to see system of 
domination and probably we can see it in the future, But 
what will happen if we imagine the resistance first.??? 
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She on the first floor plays Mozart’s Symphony No.1. The performance 
resumes every evening at about 7 pm. It improves fast. Impressively 
so. I had assumed she wanted to kill her boredom, and perhaps ours, 
except she doesn’t really care. She is learning something novel, and it 
shows in her tedious recital. On the opposite window, a young man has 
exhausted his fluids for the daily rush of dopamine (silent scene). Anxi¬ 
ety and anticipation hang right above. Someone has smoked an entire 
Pueblo. He awaits the evanescent state of annihilation. My window 
overlooks all these private spaces, allowing for an undisturbed gaze. 
Folks navigating crises by remaining engrossed in their very own predi¬ 
lections and amusements. Unproductive folks. And some yearn to return 
to a world they believe to have previously understood well. 














“In his paper “Economic Possibil¬ 
ities for Our Grandchildren”, John 
Maynard Keynes wrote to console 
populations about the repercus¬ 
sions of the 1930s economic crisis 
asserting that his queen Elizabeth 
“invested in the Levant Company 
--which prospered. Out of the 
profits of the Levant Company, the 
East India Company was found¬ 
ed; and the profits of this great 
enterprise were the foundation 
of England’s subsequent foreign 
investment.” These are the com¬ 
panies that subjugated cities and 
bodies around the globe to serve 
what Keynes described as “our 
grandchildren’s economy”. 
Resistance of Rhizome takes as 
its point of departure colonised cit¬ 
ies and bodies, as well as systems 
of domination that emerged guised 
with the discourses of public 
health and post-epidemic. We will 
be looking at cities like Khartoum 
and Lagos. How were these cities 
planned, and which pandemics 
were leveraged to justify their de¬ 
sign? How were the discourses of 
public health and hygiene used to 
subjugate the bodies of workers? 
Looking at several documents and 
maps here and there, as sites for a 
collective conversation on produc¬ 
tive bodies and productive cities, 
from the Keynesian and Fordist 
economy to that of hal Varian and 
Mark Zuckerberg.. What will they 
do to our bodies? And what will 
resistance look like? 
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Notes 
from an 


Emer¬ 

gency 

Yazan Ashaar 


“Darkness restores what light cannot repair.” 

- Joseph Brodsky, On Love 

“Let the dead bury the dead and mourn them... it is enviable to be the first to enter upon a new 
life: this shall be our lot.” 

- Marx, Letter to Arnold Ruge, 1843 
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The world is seemingly bleaker right now. As luminous as I try to imagine it, as dark as it is. 

It’s growing more convoluted, day by day, and the attempt to comprehend it is arduous. I look 
at the world, and I only see increasing calamities: climate disasters, racism and oppression, 
hyper-commodification of everyone and everything, failed revolutions, and now, a pandemic. 
Thinking about these problems exposes my limitations, but I never stop. I forget about un¬ 
derstanding everything. I’m a few centuries past this capability. I’m drowning in content; data 
suffocates me. I’m surrounded by fake saviors competing for my attention. What at first appears 
to be a helping hand is actually a hindrance. I am saved from a swamp only to be thrown into 
another. I tried to shape the world for my own purpose. I am Man, the chosen creature. I reign 
supreme. Everything was for my benefit; I conquered the earth and ruled over nature. It has 
always been like that, but not anymore. 

My contemporary moment is marked by anxiety and despondency. It’s not just me; it’s every¬ 
where; just log into Twitter. Reading the timeline is akin to reading a mental log. All are de¬ 
pressed, anxious, frustrated. It didn’t start with the pandemic; the pandemic just intensified it. 
Everything feels eerie. Minimal variations on a static note. Frozen astronomical dusk. I don’t 
know what to expect, and sometimes I find seclusion in not expecting anything. It’s the eternal 
human fear of the unknown and the invisible. Defeating an invisible enemy is the hardest of all. 
And now I have more than one. 


2 

A recent hashtag on twitter prompted people to share their “last normal picture.” It took me a few 
minutes to realize that “normal” here meant the last picture before self-isolation started. It struck 
me as a peculiar thing. What is normal about a “normal” picture? My mind—slow in its calcu¬ 
lations under these conditions—tried to picture a normal life. I browsed through the different 
posts and soon realized that the common denominator in these photos is the lack of masks. The 
next thing I noticed is that some pictures were taken at crowded bars and restaurants; places 
I am not allowed to be in now. Of course, some of the images showed people in situations or 
positions far from “normal.” Still everybody seems to agree that pre-lockdown was the norm, 
regardless of the abnormal life many individuals used to boast of in the city where I live. Even 
the most peculiar of individual lifestyles were grouped under normal. And now, in the course of 
speculating about life post-COVID-19, we are talking about “the new normal.” In missing this 
past state of “normal”—normal lives, normal preoccupations and occupations, and even normal 
struggles—I have found common ground. 

What appears to be “a new normal” during this pandemic is the increased reliance on remote 
communication. The term itself was initially used in the 2008 financial crisis to refer to the new 
conditions of the financial markets and the economic recession that followed. Now, the term, 
along with the negativity it carries, is being used during the current pandemic, more in terms of 
human behavior and communication: a move from the old normal to the new normal marks a 
change in how I go about my daily life: less offline, more online; less proximity, more distance. I 
find it odd that the term “social distancing” came to be accepted without much interrogation. The 
physicality of the distancing advice linguistically implicates sociality too. Although this might be a 
later result—to lose one’s normal social circles, especially the circles usually maintained through 
physical proximity, yet I am officially encouraged to socialize online. That by itself is nothing new 
in the context of COVID-19 health advisories. But I wonder what to expect in the foreseeable 
future. The longer this lasts, the more I don’t notice it. Agile normality, creeping gradually in our 
subconsciousness. Landscape amnesia on a global scale. 
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Heidegger used the word Gestell (Enframing) to describe the essence of technology. I live in 
an enframed world; existence requires enframing to be comprehended. It is not just an appear¬ 
ance, but a performative act of ordering that reveals a standing reserve, ready to use, at hand. 
The internet and the tools I use to communicate are also a standing reserve. The essence of 
technology is an enframing of social relations. But this standing reserve, in its ready-to-useness, 
is dangerous. It’s as if we’re provided with a mere user manual without purpose. I have to look 
for this invisible force that enframes. 

In contrast to its characteristic in past centuries, today’s tyranny appears friendlier than ever 
before. It operates through technology, of which the most visible to us is the internet. But it’s 
already enframed. While freedom and invisibility were the promising potentials of cyberspace, 
today’s primary condition is visibility. If we are defined by the technology we use; then, we are 
defined by how we use the internet today. 

Nowadays, human-human relationships are increasingly becoming a product of human-technol¬ 
ogy relations. Our use of the internet, in our reliance on social media, is defined by oversharing. 
The more we share, the more self-fulfilled we feel. We exploit ourselves under total surveillance. 
The more data we produce, the more we share, and the more self-fulfillment we feel. Conse¬ 
quently, we are under more surveillance and control. The production of information begets tyran¬ 
ny. Self-exploitation feeds domination. But again, this domination wears a friendly face. James 
Bridle argues that the creation of a technological tool is a creation of metaphor, and today, the 
central metaphor is the cloud. It’s enframed as friendly, luminous, caring, and even invisible. But 
it’s not; it’s an obscured infrastructure that takes the shape of already-existing power-relations. 
The cloud houses our online life, and we’re not in control. 
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In her new book, Capital is Dead: Is this Something Worse? Mckenzie Wark invites us to “en¬ 
tertain the possibility that capitalism has already been rendered historical,” and now we are in 
something else. But the problem is that we are still using the same language. A challenge now 
is to develop a new theoretical language for a new mode of production—where the ruling class 
owns and controls the information we produce rather than the means of producing it. 

It’s the classic media studies story: if it’s free, then you are the product. In the 20th century, the 
media sold our attention to advertisers. But now in the 21st century, it’s not only our attention 
that is being sold, but also our entire interactions online, our personal information, our locations, 
our preferences, and even what we’re thinking out loud. And it’s not just sold to advertisers. 
What’s odd is that they don’t even have to provide us with entertainment, but instead, we are 
the ones entertaining each other for their benefit. Basically, our virtual existence is commodi¬ 
fied. What makes things worse is that our virtual existence that once used to leak into physical 
existence is now on its way to being completely embedded in it. It’s not our leisure or labor that 
is being commodified, but our lives and interactions. In her words, even sharing our intimate mo¬ 
ments is “making someone else very, very rich.” 

In this new political economy, our communication, habits, preferences, and movements—ba¬ 
sically, our life’s labor, is the commodity. We use social media—the means of production—to 
produce data. And there are new players in the game; ones who can realize the value of this 
data, a whole new class by itself that now owns both our data and the necessary tools (read: 
algorithms) that produce more value out of it. They can extract all that now-abundant “big data” 


to make all sorts of predictions and control measures. The advances in interconnected technolo¬ 
gy, or what is termed the Internet of Things, has an immense positive potential, but at the same 
time, enormous risks for privacy and freedom. It can empower citizens, but at the same time, it 
can be used to not only predict what people can do but also influence how they behave. In this 
new political economy, there’s an emerging mode of production, where the ruling class owns 
and controls this information. Meaning, maybe this is not just capitalism anymore, but there’s 
something worse. 

But the peculiarity of this new condition is still hard to comprehend. Wark argues that critical 
theory is still emotionally attached to the idea of Capitalism being an eternal mode of production. 
The result is endless linguistic play; you only have to add a modifier: finance capitalism, late 
capitalism, neoliberal capitalism, surveillance capitalism, communicative capitalism...etc. De¬ 
parting from Paul Mason’s concept of Postcapitalism, Wark presents ideas about how Capital¬ 
ism might be mutating to a different form and argues for two important projects: a new language 
is needed to describe the current situation, and identifying what’s in the language used in the 
discourse about capitalism that forms an obstacle to formulating new theory and praxis. 

What we can take of this is not what the title of the book suggests—Capitalism is dead—a 
provocation to entertain the proposition—but that there’s something new at play here, and we 
should be aware. Capitalism is still here, it’s always in crisis, and if we understood anything 
from Marx, it’s that the crisis in capitalism is the norm, not the exception. But as much as there 
can be more than one mode of production in overlap, there is still the possibility of a mutation. 
Hence the importance of language. Wark writes that “radicals can be the most conservative of 
people when it comes to textology,” and I add, when it comes to symbology too. To this day, the 
alienating symbol of a hammer and sickle is still waved on flags as if it’s an eternal symbol, even 
in metropolises where there’s barely any peasantry and industrial workers when automation is 
increasingly taking over jobs from human labor, and where farming and steelwork are now being 
increasingly taken up as past-time DIY crafts for the wealthy rather than as means of survival. 
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Last December, in New York City, I visited an art exhibition titled the “Museum of Capitalism.” 
The idea behind the exhibition, which had previous iterations in other cities, was to treat cap¬ 
italism as a historical phenomenon. The audience was invited to an imagined future scenario 
to “remember” what Capitalism ‘was’ before its demise. All objects and installations on display 
served as reminder items of how capitalism used to function, and the visitor is invited to reflect 
upon the issues that the works are supposed to critique with regards to the ills of a capitalist 
economy: class relations, labor, climate and financial disasters, race, and gender. What I found 
most appealing about the museum is what’s completely absent from it: what might replace cap¬ 
italism. There is no mention of socialism or communism, nor utopias of any sort. Faithful to Karl 
Kautsky’s proclamation that “it is not our task to invent recipes for the kitchens of the future,” 
there were barely any revolutionary slogans or tropes. In treating Capitalism as a historical 
phenomenon, we were offered an antidote to what the late British theorist Mark Fisher termed 
Capitalist Realism: the prevailing sense that there is no other solution; that this is the best we 
can have. 

In that sense, the Museum of Capitalism was all about extending narrative possibilities in rela¬ 
tion to how we think about Capitalism. I think what made it work is hiding a conceptual art exhi¬ 
bition in a traditional museum format. It’s meant to function as an act of contemplation, where 
the visitor is invited to view the present on a pedestal. The critical urgency that the objects on 
display induced also evoked, to no small extent, aesthetic pleasure. Everyone got it, even if 
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some did so frowning. The extended descriptions accompanying the artworks were written in 
the past tense to reinforce the theme; Capitalism “was” and not “is,” which left little room for per¬ 
sonal interpretation. It’s an imposing act of curation, faithful to narratives found in traditional mu¬ 
seums. If following C.L.R James, the use of abstract terms in politics conceals treachery, then 
the in-your-face lack of abstraction in the exhibition reinforced its discourse and framed it as an 
act of emancipatory politics, the kind, that, in Fisher’s words, should “destroy the appearance of 
‘natural order,’ must reveal what is presented as necessary and inevitable to be a mere contin¬ 
gency, just as it must make what was previously deemed to be impossible seem attainable.” 

When I posted a picture from the exhibition on my Instagram account, a friend abroad replied: 
“Did capitalism end?” I was confused for a second on whether to take this comment as a gen¬ 
uine question or not. But one would think that it would be easy-game for any person with leftist 
political tendencies to entertain the idea that Capitalism will end, sort of a catharsis for tamed 
revolutionaries. Still, I was surprised by the direction these discussions I had with my friends 
about the museum took (leftists or not). Almost all ended up arguing about Capitalism and its 
forms, and whether it ended, on its way of demise, or it’s still here, ever after. To that end, it 
seemed to me that rendering capitalism a historical phenomenon pulled a move on the exhaust¬ 
ed Frederic Jameson phrase, “it’s easier to imagine the end of the world than to imagine the end 
of capitalism.” 

When a Soviet-era tank was removed from its pedestal by pro-Russian separatists in a museum 
in Eastern Ukraine and used to kill three people, art critic Hito Steyerl wondered about the func¬ 
tion of a museum: “the way into the museum - or even history itself - is not a one-way street.” 

For Hito, the tank’s release from the state of being a museum object back into the present 
means there is no tomorrow yet. “History only exists if there is a tomorrow. Conversely, a future 
only exists if the past is prevented from permanently leaking into the present.” One can argue 
that apartheid still exists post the apartheid museum, but maybe smuggling the present into a 
museum on purpose is not a bad idea at all. 
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This project’s opening statement posed a crucial question: How do we think about recovery and 
repair in the context of this dystopian cyberspace? I think before recovery and repair comes 
the need for reflection and collection. To quote Marx again: “it is our task to drag the old world 
into the full light of day and to give positive shape to the new one. The more time history allows 
thinking mankind to reflect and suffering mankind to collect its strength the more perfect will be 
the fruit which the present now bears within its womb.” 

We cannot go back to normal again. It’s a different time now. Although the dystopian discourse 
concerning technology shook our confidence in it, no one can deny its liberating potential. It’s 
true that reading leftist literature about almost anything is akin to drinking from a half-empty 
glass, but I believe that the point is to realize the potential of this emptiness. There is noth¬ 
ing more radical than hope. Hope is not lost. Here in this metaphorical darkness lies our first 
hope—our imagination. Yes, another world is possible. The future is already here; it’s potential 
is scattered amongst us. We just have to compile. 
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^^a.j£ a _)La^a _AjLauudll jA Clij^pj^U ^^£^all jLa^-all t^ajblj i^La^a ^ia. A^LaC. ^jc. 6 ^)bc- A_ia.^l^j£j 

aj^ll Clib^Ac' (J£jJo Aa.b Ada-alc- AjlaJj Adj ^A (Jj (.**u*n\ I g 'lAl _^j^a <^-fljLiC.j (j^daj 

_L^_J (jj^aJLa bjualj tClij^)ljVI ^5-b bjba. AjLauaJI ^^aJj .^jJajVI ^5-b aJlja,^all 


£ 

(jl (Jbbal jAViW” bl^)lj (_£^li£La b“?I jjujI I^A (Ja |(Jba]| (JjjI^) dlba” dAaJl Lg_jb£ 

i Ail]| (jjo^j LLabAl^il ^ Al£jda]| (j-a£j (j£l .^>^1 (jaj (j^J Lajjb dia^j^al A ; i]bajuj)^)]| 

ajbnti^all Ai±b]| c-^Wbl dua -JjJa ^Llj] Jaaj L L/ij ^jjj fiJjJa Aj^Iaj A xl jj^l (_g.W*ill (JlLaJJ 

. e lsyi J^b,j 4 £^LLal (j-a Vd cLg_J ^A^k'nj (jaJ 1 g -nTi 1 ^lll (dbajlx^all 


(JjLujj dic-b t(jj^)d*JI C 5 ^ .AslSjuJI dull iAdla-a baAaSI dijl£ bl |Aj£jjuj 2)1£JI lilLall dibjj|^)J Aj^aS ^A 

blc-lij (Jj iAjciJ ^aJJ La ^A LLabuAl Jab (Jjjb 6 (jJ^)ja«Jlj (_^^LaJl is^ U^J ‘UJ*^*LLabuAl ^a!^b.yi 

^bu Vj _(Jlc- <dljj^aj Aj La ^j bj^^bdaSJj b^aljJ (j^balj Ajj^aadJl bjbajb-a ;dujjjyi ^^Jc. (^al£Jl 

(jJaa Jl 1 n>»M Ai^)j jP^ (J^ tt igJ^^J ^J] (jj^IajJa-a ^)JC. ^aA bib (j-a L_J^)C.V! _Jab (jj liar <a\\ Al£ 1 .AA 

(jl^ (_^^l ^ xJ^l^bVl b^^a,^ (jl jA b^JJ djj La (j^l c^dal^bVI b^^a .^5 ^Luj cAJaboUJ _LgJ baAa, 

(J-aarJIj Aal^)ll dibjl _ALa l^p-^ ^ b^P UJ^ U' C5^1 L5^ (_^daiaJI b^^a.j ^J] Ibboi L-I^jjolL 

AjLaC. fc bljl j <Jjb La£ ,(jJaar_JI 1 n>iar j ^a blolij j 1 g bAb bjba (Jj 6 L_baia 2 AjljLujj (_^jaj La c**Utijl 

,(jla.li (J£jub ^)al (j^aado aj^)J ajbj ^J Z* (J-aau A^u-aaJl bjUaaJ A£^)bda 

.AarJjoJI jA iabaJI ^ bLaC. ^\ tbjl£^)aj bj^^bjJaSJj bjblc j bL^al jj tdAaJI ^joibjoJI Jll ^T^VI bA ^5 
A-ab ^lj^] i^<aj JlJla (jjjc.^ i^IUaj .dlbLnll ^Lij^ - ^bj^l (JjLujj - ^C.LaJaV! (Jj^aljjll (JjLujj ^aAidaij 
_^)j£l A-ajS Lgda ^djj (_^l (cdib-aj^jl^aJI) baj2>Ul dilj^Vlj bjbbj (jVI c^lVbl ALal£ ad^a AbJa idibbjll a^A 








Cat_j LajJ ICjlan clcjj .^ll^]! ^k ^Uoa j& La jdj iUjjJaA A \j Vi JjLJ La jCIj .(jVI ‘LaUl I ^aJLrJl jCjj 
CjI jla £a3J Ajj^'ic.J A_i^.Ua Clsjlj£ |aCj| j!La <,**i\ f\\ (_$J*JI <_£jl Vj ^JLrJI <_£jl .AILa A-a^C aJjLs*aj 6^ajJ 
V ^j£j t^cjC^. (jc- <j£LLa]| aCA jj£c!]| ^r^j .A^jL^. t^j^lj ^AlColi CCljjjj c-^Co <J£] Ja^La jLulj 
<Jj^)C.i -UJ^ A-xjJaJj Ul]c ^Jc. a^)d]| Cli^jjLaC ell - £^joi (J£ ^2 AjjLa^Q JjUj) .ICj) L_fl3jj| 
cljl .AilcJ ^11j]l ^k (jjc- cj Igil jCii La .(^aLIjI (jjjuoaUjj (jjlll j (jjdlaj JaLa*A Ll -C5 jlikj ccLUUI 

.CjjujIj .^)Li^a]| (JjjI'N a\ 1 6(jLaij] Ul i^aLaJl ^jJa^arJ ^aJLrJl (Jj£joiJ ClUjU> .^>^1 ^AiLoia ^ja 

.^jVI Cau (JjjU (j^] j civile ^>aVI Cl] _ A at j ji J^a \ I C1 ia£^,j (^yaj^\ da^j^a .^IiaJj^a>J (jl£ C-^Co (j£ 


ac.l^)2 AjUaj ^^A Aju^jjuj a^)Jaj Jala $L_baia*2 Ul ClboJ .Ja^jl]|j <Jj]l]| Ia^iaj ajx«ol at a\ 1 ^lla^J 

.Uj^)C. jCjj c-^Co <J£ .A_a3Uj ^Jl pUj]! <_£Cl (Jj 6pUj]| £a !c& ICjj ^] .Jaj^oj Jj]lj in^ £1 a^JI .(^Jlc. (J^uuj 

<_£l ^jjjj ^aCc. ^ UUaJ $.1 jatJI C^.1 J Jj| ULa I V .JjJlc- <>5 £]a (jjjuaC. .AIAj Aj jj AqjqJo CCUujjj 

■ CpIj*^’ f (j> C_JAj^aV! . J j^>a\ Ij Ja!>UI (jA .(jVI 

.jCo ^ Jj£l J c jVlj 


U]^)CV ^jCaJ ^>a^I ^^iS^ijjujI _^J “AjajjJa ajjj^a ^>^1” A£^)Ujaa ^Jc- (JjjU]| I^)^.j>i ^)UjJ C5^ c ' J ( —-^ 

gi ^ajjJall Lo _Uu^)0 IjaI ^ ICj _AjjIc]| aJ^jlSI c-Cj (Jj 2 a^i^VI ajjj^a]! ^gkju U^ _j]l” (jl 

.AjaraU^ ^)jj^aJ-L_flj^)]a]| aCA (JJa ^k AjULoi^, ^k c-^JaUl-^llc> (Jj^ ^“AjatjjJa” ajjj^a 

^aj Aj) ^aJ .Ajua^l ( - t jU^' jA jjj^a]| aCA UJ^jjjouJI ^juj 11]| ^jl CC£jCl La (jlc-^jjaij Aq\l^ a\I C1jI£^)Lj1a]| 

^)jj^a]| jj>M\ Cli^Jal .(jV! 1-gJ^^.Cj ^ V (j^La!-A-a^.C^A ^aC-UaAj CliUL^, ^k jjj^a]| aCA (js-i*} Jalll]| 

Clul£ ^laaJl (Jj 2 La 'ijy 2 (jl ^jUlol ^Jc- lllijl UJUa (jl jCjj (j£] c“AjatjjJa” ^AC- ^jJalj>ij L_flal ^a ^k lUaLauoil 

f^k Aj^al_^,j cl^_J ls aU1]| ^Jc- cljaVl L^° >^3^*JI cUc-l (^l]l “AjatjjLi\l JJC'” lU^Jl (jc- ^>^]l tAjatjjJo 

^jUjuj i^jVIj .AjatjjJa l^jl ^Jc. 1 gqjUrol ^aJ AjI^)C. AjC^)1]| aLiaJI JaLaj) J^l ^5 ^ lA^’ 

“AjarjiLill” aJUJI uill] ^clllal ^k .“CjAaJl ^atjjJall j]|” ^jc- c^l.WTi c ) ^-Cjlj£ Cau La aLiaJl <Jja. CllU^£l]| 

.A£^)Jju1a AjjJajI ^J^ L - J ^H C ' (A jar j jJoll djlcr|^)j^a]| tA jarjjJoll ^j^a]|j CljVUuaijVI j cA jar jjJoll aLiaJl^ 


^alc^jjail ^a!i .Cau Qc. (Jj^aljl]l ^^J^ CjI j!La]| cLaJC-VI J& ^ Cf*^ 3 l^ 3 j” J^3 

cUa£]|j aJLJI jl^bu SAjCaJl c_fljj]i]| J! ajLuj^U Y % % A f u] aJLJI a^ jVl ^ U-L^l ^Ik^uJI 
Alj^IaJ ^LaJl pU^]l - 1 g \a^j (^l]l A_uLoJI (J^j - ^l]aj^a^a]| ^aC^lLaiJ ,Ul]c L-llcJ (_^^]l (_^cL^alaVI 

jliu Jlj “CjC^JI ^ lyy UW" Jl “^cl]| ^a rjj JaH” ^ JUSjVI j^'j U? 4 >jUU JSi AJaiijA 

(JjIj (jl L-Jj^arJI ^ja All C^.1 .^p^l J31 j *^lJ (3’ (^Cwi'N C^.ljj IA-iajUI ^jUa. ^5 

^CjaiaJl CCrUl]| A_^jj^aj ^k ^LaC^LtiAll AJtl]| JajjJ .L_j|^alLaiVI L>^ UJ^ “<*S C '\ ^>VI Cc-Ul]|” ^llaj^aA 

Aj^aL^.j A_iCrLal^.VI ^)lljC]| ^ja CjCarJl ^jlcll] Al^.V A •njTi ^jj£j cl ICA ^jl j .1 T>ajl ^C-Lal^V! L_ljLaJl 
AJa]l ^ a\I ^J^ efr C‘ijj ^ Cia ^jVI (J^-^ c> lclc> 1 gj\c» JaaLaJ (^]l 

(Jc-LujjI (^-^] .AjaLLaJI A_iau^a]| ^u\ ^ill (jUjoi ^k UIjC^. ^jaU AjIc Ca. ^ ICA .ClujljVI AjoLal^VI 

(JLaiij A_i»la]| A jar jj Jo .a] ^^Jo*N^La ClJa La]£ 6 ^)aVI ICA (JUa La]£ . jjJo'ia]! (Jj1!Loia]| ^k AaiCjj (j^Aj LaC- 

.^a]lc- (jUaj ^Jc- l^AI^ cA) IJ>J^)^ 
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jjjudSj]! (jLa-o (jjJjJai] Clboiilj “(JjjLaJl Cl±jl£” 4_i]Lojujl^)ll j)i A-gjj ^jJaLall Ai-ix^aJ A-ikll 

^l^VnJ jl£ Lo 13] .AjAil^i c. q^LLal' CllLp^jjud] LLala-oj 1 ng a 1 jxnJVn j)l£ _(jLaC-2)U ^ i.^i'N /Ml 

^jJal^l A^jaJ^l ^J] (^a^L/all (jt^ t j/aj^k _^juj -3 i-S3j t^)^*3l ^Jkjol_lxjo^\ a^jaall dj\ alLu^^all 

hi\r jg Lix> ^l^Aj” A-ilo c^joLiS (-Jj£ La£ - (_^31l ^^ili (j-<a C(_£_j^)aJ ^juAjjoi (_^<a*£ 6^)lajJj AjUa^. (j^<a jjau 
La£ UaLcaJ 6(jia^)lci ^yai .i^)a>a Aji (^Ac" AA<a (J-ai-i-a Vj (_£^)j^)jAa Aji (^Ad ^ 4 L° <* (ji j t^JMJ^ill 

“■L3J^"^ jAjj (JualLaua Aji tLbu) A_fX\ ^lab (jl£ La <JataJ U' A-iIfr 


cl^ijl J*” ; jal 4? (jAiaU (JjjAx^a t^l^)*Jjaij] ^gjl ma ^5-ic. (_)ja^}3L>a]l (j^<a 6^)jj^a (Aj^Adj LaAjo 

c-^Ai .vi*i»j as (j£lj .V ^1 Ij’qjq^k (jjlanll 13 a ^iloLoi ciu£ 13 ] La <J^a SAalj A_ijl 3 ] AA^Aji "?*LALcajuj 1^)11 

(j^a ^ g 1 Vi * *i 4_i]Lojuj|^)ll (ji 6^)^3 cJ4^ U’ Aj^)LujJ AjjuAjjui l)_9A° AjaI g)^aajuj (_^i (Jg mil (j^<a (j jftj * *i Aji 

^liSA^al l^jj ^^.1 L 5 ^ AllLai 2 l_L<a]l & 3 a Aj£Lj (_^ 31 l al^^L (.** £-aj .(jjjJaj^ali (jJJ^)j 3 i] (JuJ^VlH 

AS Clijl^ 13 ] La^j iLgJl^L^ij A_ALajaii^)]l (J^a (Ja^L Ujj 3 j £.^joi ^g Vi' .<>_kalLal! (J^a ^^A^JOj (jJJ^jLoiJ^ 

A_i]LojuJ^)l! <Jaia ^ J ^ Iaj © 3 a (JgjqVilj .Aj 3 L Ua <JI jj V C 5^1 ls^ 

U’ L>°” (jjjauu^. 6 ^)Lc- ^ 5 3c' "Oj^ 0 ^La tlul£ 4_iaj^)lj S^}AUa 

_“ 4 _l]Lcuuji^)]| (Jj ^*^* 1 u! C 5 ^ c ' 


^ (. q^kl/a ^ l^jJa^)C- S^oli ^ 1^11 ^3] (jj^L^a^jl (Jl^i LoAiC. 

ji - c. \<\ a \ \ J] c3o^'” > ^4J (jc- Jj^LL 3 jliA CLiIc-LolS c^j-iaLiuil Aj^Ij JjSI c**u.^ n*»lj J’ 

1 g Cy* AjLaII (j2)Ua] (j]i t jljg \ AjjouIIj ."A^.1 j dl^L Ic- jLuj (j4 " C5^] C5^ 

m ^t- AIUa (jl£ 13] Jaid ^cJjUlli” 6 (jVl i> 5 J^ Ax_ 13 V Aj| ^-4 ^>jAa^3^ ^3] 6 J jC* c. q^kl/a 
(J^^aall (jlj (J^LaJ jl e-^al] (j^-aj _“^)jJaLaJl ^3] L_3^)jaLi]| ^jJaLall ^ 4 ° ^3 13] V] (Jj^Uti^aW V C(Jj^-LalL 

(_4L ^3] ^jjJaLaJl L_3J^J (jj4 (j^J ‘iS J*^* 11 *^ (Jj^aall c. q^l/a pLudj] ^au !3^^.^o \l 


.6 Ala. Ax^a2 


LLoSl 


1 

^l^jjjudll <vLjaa]| L5^ *- "L^' 0 ^^-aLiiaVl (jlnl' 

Ll^” ;^^)a.l 6^<a ^jjj£jLq (j43^ ^A j j 4oUH A at a c^Wl iA j ^lstj]| <Jj 2 Ail .vfi&l ^^jJjuj^II 

Aj^ 3^ ^JjLill ^qjuj Lal£ _AjAaJ^ ^Ltl^ ^Laj] (J£jA g.1 Jocjj ^ajJI ^3] ^a ^A 

_“VLa£ Alalj ^)jJaLaJl 1 g l<a^kj A^£li]| (Jj^*u*i 6^aAl j3 


(J^a ^JjIuj^II L_jUaaSl (ji .Cj^^ (. fljlAxa ,(_^^)ai 6^<a AjajjJa\i AllaJl ^J] SJ^* 3 i i V^<aj V 

<Jja AjjLoiili 6^lji j)i ^iaj^all (j-o .Ajjj^)aj]l l^jLl£-a] ji-^j] (j4aj V Ajli il_£j Lj3j J)A Liajl 

c-^joi V .^1 jill 13 a AjLI£-q] till^jj] jA (. V^gil (j! .vfi&l ^*1 *1^1 L LrO'i (JjjI£ (j-Q L_J^)jai]lj AjjAl P( > 4 1 L^i 
^)aVl ^li-s«31 c^ju _l_iiiiax tAj jl a all A^llall ^3 a ^5 (LiA ULol ^>*4 .(J^Vl -^3ij .cJ-aVl (j^ A_i11£j^ 1^) ^H^i 

-( x_iAaAll jaSB 1 *ijlc. _UliJ 6_jll*jua AjLI£-c] t(Jxallj La (Jjq'nti^ll _(j£^o 








(JjlJ^J^j C-il jTn\l ^lj! \ JJ] aJjJl “A a-\ x>itl (JjULJl” tilli J£ ^ 1 jVnJ 

i(Jj3Jl (_Jj JJ jj]J i<UjIa AjjI^jI CjUl£J IgJ i£.l_JiVI <Jjj jj ^g-Ajgjj Lq J i4_Iajl jJl lia>Jj£j]| J 

UaJl t-g^oIjiJLujl (j£-0J Jlj l(j-lilaljJl jJxJl Jc. J-a*^ ^Jk^jk^'sll Jc* ^ <Qjm> JaL^o 1 Tjoj) IJ 

4_a 3 lillLaJ iJjjJl ^gjail-iuill jL^ajS^I 13 a J .W n*i* ^-tjl till-iA .^ajli J^aJ Jc. jjjIj]! j (Jill JlxiL Jill] 

J jjuj) Jj i JIaxJj o3a Jau Lajj i j^l ^ \x a\ J _t_£j ^ajjj (JjLojIxja]! &3 a A *ix>jg a\\ A q i}-a\\ 


A UyijA Jl jj V "JLaJI AjJ^j]! <j Jaill (jt_j Jjlj Jjt-aJj .aJjjJl <ULaJI o3a <j! jc. ^3 L-iau^all (j^o Jl jj V (j£] 

Jj*u<j AiLja] <_£ jjuj ijtc. La3 Jlj (_£ jxl L_JC>2/Ij ^^A A ^jllj i(_£jj| ^tjj] lioi (^A ^JLgjujI Jl J aj^^J Liijalc- 
. ..4_j3l^Jl AjILojujIj i JIauojVI 4_a]LojujIj i<j]1jJ jjjll aJLgjujI Jl iSj^IIa]! aJLgjujI Jl iJjjjajll AjILgjujIj \A jjKII 


(jc. 1ji£si ^jij ^Jaj i(Postcapitalism) Jl ^*j i* cf - (jj^La Jjj ^jj^ <j^ ii!>Uaj| .^]j 

AJlI Jl lilLiA | Jl JjLlLo J (jjx>g X> (jjOjJjuJo ^aj3jj 6L_flll^jQ J£juj Jj JjVn AjILgjujI Jl (jl (. *<ij^ 
Jj^. < La^Vnu < atl 4 JlHI ftJj.la. *Luj jLgjo j 4 j Jaj (Jjjau Lo Jjj^Jj I T>ijlj i JLaJl £jJaJI L J aJjj^ 

_4_i]I^0jujI \]l 


JjgIj] Jjlj (j-Q jl jalLujI j& cJj iCliiLo AjILlu. 1 Jl - lJj£]| jl Jc- Aj ^^.jj Lq Ua 4 ViYu*n Lo (jj 
^^3 ^JLqjujI Jl (Jl J V .4-J Aj l^p UJ^ u' c . ^>jj (_5^)^J *12'^ a-^juo cilliA (j£lj - AjjJa Jll 

(j^J . c-l V*n nV I (JjJj (^ajj^ll ^>-qVI (^A ^JLqjujI Jl 4-^jli 4 (Jjj£jLq (j^Q iJjuj I *lx>g 3 131J i^jl (J l^jl^ 

(j*£j LlA j i, ClijA^. Jl a '\*s I c^lliA Jl jj V i, J^.I.^!Lq A^,l j ^I3j| Jsa^j (j^o Jl£ I cilljA (jj^ J 
djUjLudL _>^VI (J*jj LoAic- (JjjUII (j^ 13^qVI Jl£VI Ijjji (jl (jjl£jj J] (j£-oj” aS\ 4j\j l_sj£j m AjtM\ A : lqAI 
ftJull AiJa^lIj J^Lall jj-QJ ^Jj 13^ .U^aJl jj^jW jl»j LoAiCr iUl L_LljJalj t“(^ai]| 

tj)jJC>l u«o jLaC- J (jj^^^li l^_i3 A-a^jJall a^jJo'l^ll (jA^ll Cl±jl£ J La£ 

J£juajj j)VI JUc^I j Ac-ljJl n^il i : * n^k j cAjjjuJI Jl L^jUa j AjI j!Lo J^juIj AlxiiVI J Jj C!j3 j J j 

_c-IJ 4 Ijij.ij (j>i (jj^j^jouJ] l-2^>^- AjIJLq 


O 


(^a^tJl a^)^3 tlul£ .“JIaxjjI Jl L_LaJLo” (jljau UJ3 l3ajx^ (Jji^)j (J ^jJaUl ^)JajujjJ 

JjVnua jJ J jkti Jl ^Tkll ^Cr J 6^)AUa£ AjILcuujI Jl <Lol_x>i ^A (_^^)^.l (j*Lo (J ULLuj ^j3I (_^31l 

jk^il *ic. JlLaJ <jJaj^)*JI cjljj JllJ c-LljoVI J£ (Jlijl£ _IJIjj Jj3 AjILqjoiI Jl 4_ilc. (Jlijl£ Lo “^p33l” JjJLo 

^jaiLaJ JatJJ IjLjaS (j^o jLaC-VI *^)JJJ Lqj 3 ^jJajl] (jjjc-^o (jjJ^J^J t J-aatll ^JLqjujIJ l J^^IsUjujI AjjJ ^)J3 j 

Lq .(jtiWlI j (J^JIj (Jj^)lj^llj ^l-Lallj (Ja*3Ij AjJall (Jjls^^ljLSl (ill3 LaJ ( JLqjuj! J! jL^ajS^I 

<J! JjJjU J3 •^.jj V . JUxjj! J! J^-o Jj^j Lq ;ljLoj <ic. l_jIc. Lq ^a l qVlall 4_ij 3J Ji^l 

l‘*llqk«oJ jl£jj| I a (Jibuj” <jl_J ^JjujJ jl£ JJ^ ^JJx.roll L^a2)ljk]j J J (j^Q LijJjJ VJ lA^C .Jjjuall jl 

I n\c> (jJa^)C. 6^)AUa£ ^JLqjujI Jl <Laljt>i _<J^)J (Jj JIjuJi (_^l jl^lIJ t“J j'nti^ll ^cjUaJ 

(J^. j^jJ V ^jl-J jjLuall J^xjuall ; JIajujI Jl AjjlSIJI ^Jj3 J^l Jl jUaJ^JI JaiJl AjIc- (Jial U (J^jJ 

_Aj1c> Jjk^^kll 1 ‘l \^\a\ Lo JjJaSl ^A I3 a .^J'l 


.Vqlcl . JIajuj! J! <J U^)Jaj AjjJ (J*JJ Loj 3 J^)jud]| (jj^l ^1^1 ^JjujJ “aJLqjujI Jl L_4aJL<i” jj^a3 i^JxJl |j^_J 

JjJl (^5^^ (.“ij^k t J-qIj Jaa£ jlVI (. J£joi (J ^<uAILq ^J3 (^)Ja^)*>a c-Ia^.] A^.I_aJ J-olc- (jl 
Jl 6<jJa j^)xJl c-UjoiVI 1 gTlwl (J^l A ^1^11 6^)j^)jJall (Jjc- Jjjail m A >.si\a Jc* UJa ‘ ft jA Lola] 

jLaC-2)U <J^,L^aJl Ajt-ui jJl jLaC-^l joi (."in^ .^_JL j)lj t(jl!3j ^iaJI ^>*-Jij _4jLa^, <jt!Lo it Jj iLo 
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JLJt qJjj 







“On March 14, the Lebanese State talked 
about a quarantine and called on people to 
stay at home. On March 8, we, the Intifada 
and the groups within the Intifada, cancelled 
the International Women Day’s protest, 
which was a major event in our uprising. 

The cancellation was prompted by a sense 
of responsibility and urgency. The objective 
was to push the State towards taking a 
stance and ordering a lockdown. Hence, the 
Intifada was far ahead of the State since the 
start of the virus, after the lockdown, and up 
until this moment as the groups perform a 
great job packaging money, food, medicine 
and other necessities, whilst the State lacks 
a sense of responsibility and continues to 
reside in their La La Land stressing the 
importance of staying at home while over¬ 
looking that many people (including daily 
workers) would not have any food on the ta¬ 
ble if they did. Therefore, the people found 
no other way but to cooperate to provide 
food, money and medical assistance. There 
are previously and currently trained groups 
which provide transportation and medical 
assistance to people suspected of infection 
as well as confirmed cases, that is to say 
that we have discovered yet again and for 
the thousandth time that through solidarity 
we, the people, know how to deliver public 
services that the State, which continues to 
treat us in a condescending and patriarchal 
manner, fails to deliver. 

We have proven, one way or the other, 
that we do not need this State which, in 
its current shape, takes advantage of the 
people and exports services to religious and 
pro-government parties to further tighten its 
grip on the poorest and most marginalised. 
Ironically, the parties that were denounced 
in the Intifada across the country, and that 
continue to be the subject of public con¬ 
demnation, are the same parties that are 
now distributing assistance nationwide in 
a manner that aims to degrade people and 
remind them of who holds the power.” 
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“When referring to a new ontology, one in which we return to materialism, we are not 
to take this as a return to essentialism, for the cyborg is a composite of three things: 
the biological; the technological; and the text, language and discourse of power. This 
is so as not to be distant from Foucault and the theorists of the linguistic turn, Kriste- 
va and Lacan, who maintain that we are constituted by language, and Foucoult who 
maintains that we are constituted by discourse. Cyborgs are hybrid material compos¬ 
ites made up of the technological, the biological, and texts. 

“The Ironic Dream”., the cyborg is another ontology and epistemology. It is another 
relative order for evolution in science and technology. The cyborg epistemology cannot 
be found in “A Cyborg Manifesto” but it is in another of Haraway’s works, “Situated 
Knowledges.” Haraway maintains that all knowledge comes from positional perspec¬ 
tives, which is different from relativism and universalism. We are similar to Franken¬ 
stein in that we are separate pieces woven together. We are different however, in that 
we seek a companion, a wife, and a family. The idea is that we are hybrid; made up of 
more than one thing, and that our epistemology perceives all knowledge to be con¬ 
tingent on our positionality; it denotes the location of the /speaker who embodies us 
just as the speaker is embodied by that knowledge. As for fractured identities, I said 
in the beginning that all manifestoes are political, so what is the politics of the cyborg? 
Flaraway observes that old policies, particularly those related to women, were based 
on women as a category and seen in light of the binary- women versus men. Here, 
we encountered a new racism, for the policies that emerged were in accordance with 
the needs of the white, European, middle and working class woman, excluding in the 
process Arab, Black, and Colored women.* Identity policies, therefore, no longer serve 
this stage, for a woman does not denote a once-and-for-all defined, singular essence. 
A woman is the site of multiple complex and contradictory experiences; we cannot 
overlook race, sex, class, life style, and sexual preferences. Consequently, attempts to 
bring women together to fight for their causes should eschew using a basis the identity 
or category of “women”, since it does not denote a homogeneity. Therefore, Haraway 
states that identities and policies should be based on closeness which is an intimacy 
and a communal politics that transcend race, class, gender, and sexual behaviour, and 
which could serve as a fertile ground to build relations of empathy that enhance recog¬ 
nition of common responsibilities and provide a basis for solidarity and alliance. 


****** 


We all operate like cyborgs, however most of those who work on the internet are the 
youth of Gaza due to unemployment and limited job opportunities. Therefore, their en¬ 
tanglement with technology has become a reality or a means to circumvent the siege. 
We have talked about the siege and information as a contemporary tool of hegemony 
and control, not only in Gaza, but elsewhere. Coronavirus might be a means of dom¬ 
ination as the whole world is suddenly in quarantine. For experts on viruses and im¬ 
munity, it remains uncertain whether or not it is effective to trap people in their homes 
in the manner we see today. This demonstrates how information is used in service of 
hegemony and how biology is connected to the digital. Surely, biopolitics in its primi¬ 
tive form of discipline, imprisonment and restrictions on movement continues to exist 
in Gaza. Additionally, we are the site of electronic control; not only do our 


mobile phones function in wars, but we get improved internet connec¬ 
tivity, which in itself is a tool of surveillance. Assassinations, also take 
place by means of the digital.” 
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when someone asks where all the 
real went 



Ah Shit. Here We Go Again 






















From ahmed Isam to Everyone: 05:05 pm 

I arrived in Basilica and Convent of Santo 
Domingo 

In Peru, although Santo Domingo sounds like a 
tough lesson of history. Forgotten Haiti. It used 
to be remembered when it was Santo 
Domingo's French possession. Nothing lovely 
there any more than dirty bodies in the middle 
of the open-ended revolution 


Jean-Jacques Dessalines what did you do; 
Why I am here ... why my destiny is connected 
to your ruthless actions; what you did with 
your body has remained as fragments of black 
consciousness. 


Look at me now I arrived in Peru and just your 
name is forcing me to my misery. Haiti, Black 
revolution, Black conscious .. although those 
Maya where were cleaned before from the 
battlefield. 

anyway, all our dirty bodies now are cleaned 
from the battlefields. 




Contra 
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